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Author's Notes: 

| normally don't post two pieces so close to one another, but this is an exception | wrote this on a whim for 
the past two nights after finding out that a beautiful woman who | was in eating disorder treatment with 
passed away. | was very close with her, she was like a mother figure to me, so I've been having a rough time 


processing it. Writing felt like the most effective way to begin grieving. 

There are a lot of facts woven into this piece, and as usual I'll have my fun facts/references for you to read 
at the end. CC has had a lot of loss in his life, and much of this inspired his songwriting. Two songs in 
particular. "Life Goes On" (Poison) € "Cover Girl" (Samantha 7).. So it was almost inevitable that he would make 
me tell his story..So, here it is.. 

Just some plain, classic, angst..Back to my roots. 


So, Danielle..This is dedicated to you..Fly high, angel. | love you.. <3 


*Warnings for this piece include drug/alcohol abuse, depression, thoughts of suicide, guilt, shame, and all 
around maladaptive coping mechanisms * 


1989 
Grief 


At first it doesn't hit you. You're stuck in a state of shock and denial ‘cause there's no way the news you 
heard is true. It cant be. 


You don't want it to be. 
‘ft was a shooting, Cec..A bar fight in Palm Springs..She was a target, front and center." 


| heard it on the news first, but then | started getting an influx of calls from my family and friends; from 


people who knew her. People who knew how close | was with her. 

It doesn't hit at first, but once it does it hits hard It crashes down on you so hard; so terrorizing . 

And before you know it, you're suffocated by an insane amount of unbearable emotions, ones that you almost 
can't pinpoint, but it doesn't matter ‘cause you're trapped in it all and no matter what you try to do in that 


moment to stop it, it's mpossible. 


So, bottles of booze pop open, and lines of blow are prepared, and before you know it, you're fucked outta your 


mind, in a whirlwind of anguish and desperation to block it all out. 

Its only the first night without her and l'm barely able to handle the cold, harsh truth 
That she's gone. 

Forever. 
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"How are you holding up?" 


Bret's brows raise as he looks at me with such comforting, concerned, empathetic eyes; a side of him | haven't 


seen in a while now..A side that l'm not used to, but sometimes wish I'd see more. 


Despite the lump in my throat and every muscle in my body stiffening from the emotion locked inside that | 
refuse to let out, | nonchalantly shrug the inquiry off, although | know Bret only has good intentions. 


| just don't feel like peeling off any layers now..Not today. Not now, in the studio. Not after the sleepless 
night | had. Not after the havoc | caused in my own house due to an impulsive coke and booze bender..I'm not 


feeling it today. 


I'm n ot feeling it. 


"Ah, its fine, Bret," | shake my head with a casual sigh as | clasp my hands behind my back. "I've been 
through worse. Let's just get through the day, am | right-" 


"Cec," Bret furrows his brows in confusion and surprise as he eyes my stoic body up and down, sending 
sensations of discomfort through every muscle fiber. "You lost a friend. It's alright to talk about it-" 


| force out a strained cackle and close my eyes, fighting urge to snap because / dont want to talk about this 
and no one needs to know that its bothering me as much as it is ‘cause that'll just make me really look lke a 


goddamn pussy as if | dont already make myself look like that enough- 
"Bret, I'm fine." 


| make sure to emphasize fine the best | can without it appearing forced and unnatural, but unfortunately | 
know him and the others all too well, and they know me just as well. None of them are gonna fall for anything 
I'm sayin’ but | really don't give two shits. I'm exhausted and irritable, and | just wanna get through Today 


without any unnecessary chaos. 
And | just want to forget 

| don't want to feel anything . 

Before Bret or the others can say anything, | let out a long drawn out sigh and pull out a sheet of crumpled 
up paper from my jeans pocket; the paper holding the tear ridden words | scribbled down last night in the heat 


of the chaos | was drowning in..The paper holding every single one of my hidden emotions. 


The place where | purged everything out before snorting god knows how many lines and drowning myself in as 


much liquor as | could to put me in a stupor before passing out cold 

Through my peripheral, cloudy , vision, | could swear Bret's eyes are observing the paper. The curiosity 
radiating off of him is so strong that it's almost impossible not to wonder what he's thinking, although 

| know what he's thinking..At least, partly. 


As | pathetically unscramble the dismantled lyric sheet, | casually clear my throat. "I wrote a little somethin.” 


The announcement earns a brow raise from Bret along with curious expressions from Bobby and Rikki, who 


slowly trail closer to where the two of us are standing. 


"Ya know, last night," | shrug my shoulders and let out a light laugh, handing the paper to Bret and the others 
to read, while | plead internally for the slight shaking in my hands to not be noticeable. 


As Bret scans the paper with warm eyes, a pit begins forming in my stomach due to the suppressed emotions 
gnawing at me from the inside out. Swallowing it all is an arduous effort but its the only way I'll make it 
through today..Other than drugs and booze, but its unlikely that I'll be in shape to record if I'm fucked up. 
That'll have to wait til after, and I'm already wishing it was time to leave.. 


Life Goes On," Bret hums softly as he reads the lyrics with compassion in his voice, "Nice." 


The lump in my throat is increasing as the silence between the four of us grows longer, but | keep swallowing. 


| gotta keep it together but it feels unbearable. 


lm numb yet full of toxic emotions that | don't want to feel..| want nothing to do with any of it.! wish | could 


pretend none of this is real 


"Cec," Bret breaks the deafening silence with a soft, breathtaking tone of awe as he looks up at me with 


amazement, "These are beautiful." 


My heart clenches at the compliment and | suddenly feel my emotions threatening to bleed out, but despite 


the sudden urgency and silent disconcertment | swiftly nod at my bandmate in cordial acknowledgement. 
"Thanks." 


And that's all | really have the energy to say before | beeline to the small bathroom in the studio, cramming 


myself inside the grungy room just to allow one bit of vulnerability to peel off of me..because l'm alone. 
Alone with the pain..and left fo my own devices 

Guess l'm not avoiding gettin’ fucked up at the studio after all. 
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As | present the wailing solo | wrote for Life Goes On , to the band for the first time, | feel every single one of 


my concealed deep inner emotions getting purged out through the magic of my guitar. 


The second that l'm finished, there is nothing but silence; deafening silence. The type of silence that speaks 
louder than any set of words possibly could. Silence that speaks volumes . 


"Holy shit." 


With their mouths agape in incredulity, all three of my bandmates exchange glances with one another before 


turning back to face me with compassionate, surprised eyes. 


"That's fuckin’ badass," is all | hear from Rikki before my surroundings begin to blur together into one big 
discombobulated cloud. 


That's how everything's felt ever since the news smacked me. And the heavy supply of drugs and booze I've 
been indulging in hasn't helped, but it's really all | have right now. It's the only thing that might help keep my 
sanity..if | have any left. 

It keeps me from not feeling, but I'm too smart to know that it doesn't erase everything | want to run from, 
‘cause once the medicinal effects wear off everything hits me all over again, and then | just dive back into the 
cycle. 

Drink. Snort. Fuck 

Anything to forget . 

Anything to take the pain away. 

Anything to escape. 
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"Its okay to talk about it, you know." 


With a clouded mind, | carelessly waver my head around as | take a generous swig of my beer, while Bobby 


eyes me with knowing empathy. 
| know running away feels easier than facing it, but it's not gonna make it all go away." The brunette shakes 
his head with furrowed brows. "When it all comes crashing down again, you're gonna have no choice but to 


acknowledge it." 


Its not bothering me," | slur with my eyes narrowed to near slits due to the intoxication taking effect, 


"lm alll good, Bob-" 
"But you're not." 


Bobby takes my free hand and gives it a firm squeeze as | attempt to pull away out of impulse because / don't 
need support! Im fine and | can handle this lke an adult! Its not affecting me like everyone thinks if is! 


i Everyone knows you're not and that's okay!" 


| immediately lash back in my pathetically incoherent state with an adamant head shake, "I'm fineeee!" 


My voice suddenly strengthens to a slurred bellow which catches the attention of everyone else in the club, 
but Bobby doesn't seem to want to let any of this go. To my dismay, his hold on me only intensifies as does 


the look of concern and compassion in his eyes. 
"You're worrying me... All of us," he whispers. "Grief isnt something to brush under the rug." 


Well, to me it is, is all | think to myself as | manage to maneuver out of Bobby's grip, earning nothing but 
a sad expression from the bassist, And there's no need to worry about me. 


/ can handle this 
we 
| cant handle this and Im not okay. 


Its only at night when I'm completely alone when it all hits me. Night after night, I'm haunted by the horrible 
reality; that my friend is gone and I'll never see her again. I'll never get to hug her again, or converse with 
her, or joke with her, or get any sort of comfort or support from her. There will be no more laughs or 


parties or nonsensical banter. There's nothing 

And that's ‘cause she's gone. 

The shooting happened , and she was a victim. And | cant run away from it no matter how hard | try. No 
matter how much | want to wish it away, it's impossible and l'm left drowning in my own fuckin’ fears. A 
friggin’ waterfall of emotion that my body just can't hold onto anymore. 

But it only happens when I'm Aiding in my house, alone. Not when I'm around anyone. Not in the studio, or on 
stage, or at the bar..Only in my /onesome.. Only in the dark confines of the four walls of my mansion can | let 
it out. 

It's painful 


I+ hurts so much. 


The tears don't stop and my breaths keep hitching, and the longer it goes on the more l'm convinced that I'll 


go insane; that this is too much for me to handle. 


And the hardest part of this whole thing is how no one knows the truth; no one knows the somber reality I'm 
living, hiding curled up into a tight ball in the corner of my bedroom, shaking and trembling with horrendous 
tears pouring outta my eyes, and breaths that are so shallow to the point where | almost feel suffocated . 


And | am. l'm trapped by the chains of grief. 


Grief shouldnt exist yet it's something that doesn’t go away. 


Why not me?! ls all | ask myself. Every night | bawl my eyes out and ask God why it wasn't me who was 
taken. Why was it her ; someone so beautiful and good and kind-hearted Why was it her who got taken too 
soon? /t should have been me is all | repeat to myself because it's frue. 

It should have been me. 

A fucking asshole. 
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Whenever | perform Life Goes On, the memories smack me like a pile of boulders on hard concrete, right in the 
center of my core, eliciting a gut wrenching , heart-stopping feeling of breathlessness; a terrible lack 


of oxygen leading to the sensation of suffocation . 

And so | drink more, to wash the feelings away, and | snort more lines to bring me to the partying escape 
land. Ard | spend my nights at the club, or at the bar, or hidden in some desolate abandoned drug den in the 
middle of nowhere, drowning myself in toxins that serve as my protection and dreamland ; where none of 

this fernble reality exists. It tricks me into believing that I'm okay and capable of going through life this way. 
As long as | don't feel, | can survive. 
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"Mom," | whisper with a shake in my voice as | hold my phone receiver to my ear tightly, "It's not fair." 


Tears are welling in my eyes as | listen to the comforting words provided by none other than my mother; 


someone who | always know | can come to for anything, no matter what. 


"Life is unfair sometimes, Bruce," she coos over the phone line with empathy and nurture in her voice, "but 


life goes on.You have to hold onto the memories and gifts she gave you. Her spirit is always with you, baby." 


| want to shake my head and scream but that doesnt make it better! It doesn’t make her come back and | wish 
she was here! | wish | could have been the one taken, and not her! 


"She didn't deserve it!" | blurt out through my tears with a strained breath as | squeeze my eyes shut 
frantically, "The worst things happen to the best people, and it's so fucked up-" 


"Death isn't something we're able to control, hon," she answers wisely and calmly, while | feel her presence 
enveloping me into a tight embrace, and right now that's all | really want, a hug "H's something we can't avoid.. 
Be grateful you're here, and cherish the time you had with her..She's watching you from up above. Just know 
she loves you." 

she's watching me fuck my life up..What a good visual 

Bet she really loves spectating what Im doing with my life. 

Great role model you are to the people around you 

Asshole. 
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It doesn't get easier, no matter how much time passes. 


When you think you're over it, another incident happens and before you know it, you have two friends gone. 


I's tragedy after tragedy and you just feel powerless to stop any of it. 


And even when the second death is induced by nothing but the demise you're leading yourself to, you continue 


on with your self destruction ‘cause it's all you fuckin’ have. 

The drugs are all | have. 

| can't let them go. 

Yet, they killed her. The drugs killed her, and | watched it happen. 

| saw it happening while my parents dragged me to Alanon meetings, and | forced myself to sit through ‘em. 
| painstakingly sat through the meetings with my parents and her by our side. And | watched the way she 
would shuffle in her seat with pure resistance radiating off her frail, deteriorating body.. 

| knew. | knew she was gonna disappear. | knew she wanted the drugs to take her. 

And they did 


They stole her. 


They killed her.. And l'm still here snorting dangerous amounts of blow night after night, while chugging toxic 
levels of booze that are definitely painfully corroding my liver, but it's fine. ‘Cause it's me. 


And if | was gonna die from this, then | woulda’ died already. /t won't happen to me../t won't happen to me.t 


won't happen to me.. 

Yet, | almost wish it would happen so then at least | know I'm up there with them both. Two innocent, warm- 
hearted girls; gone. Watching me wreak havoc for no rational reason from up above, just like the rest of the 
people around me. 

They've seen me fuck up the VMA's and embarrass myself..and they've watched me get thrown outta the 
band while failing to keep my own solo band intact..and they've watched the lonely episodes of paranoia that l'm 
inflicted by on the daily..while also watching the way l've pushed everyone away who cares about 

me, including Poison.. even after checking in on me at this house of horrors asking me to come back to the band 
They're both watching me rož like the sick fuck that | am, and | have no means of stoppin’. 

l'm coping by destroying myself. 

Sounds about right. 
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Sometimes it becomes too much. 


It hits harder while sober, knowing that | survived my hell but they didn’t. 


Now that I'm clean , I've rejoined Poison , and was welcomed back with open arms by all the guys, but just 


‘cause | ain't drugged up in a disoriented stupor, that doesn't mean | haven't been running from it all. 
| have new means of refuge; a new addiction 
Running. 


Exercise has been my escape..Music and running; a good compulsion A new way to cope, and to deal and to fill 


in the void that drugs and booze once filled ‘Cause if it's healthy then it's nota problem. It cant be. 


Marathons. Movement. Exertion. Hyperactivity. Burning myself out. Not stopping.. It's a good thing.. At least, I 
fell myself it is 


But, keeping up my hyperactive, energetic and boisterous front gets old , onstage and off, and now l'm hitting 
my breaking point. 


Sometimes | feel so desperate ‘cause things become foo intense. And right now, everything feels unbearable . 
| can't sleep, and | can't eat. My stomach isn't able to handle anything | try to put into it, regardless of how 
hungry | am..Even through the hunger pangs, my appetite is nonexistent. My body screams for nourishment 
and self-care but it's impossible to give it right now. 

Sobriety is a blessing and a curse. 

Now, people know. Everyone knows l'm cracking into pieces, and l'm well aware that they see it. They see me 
deteriorating before their eyes, and | can't hide the emotions anymore. Without the safety net of my drugs 
and booze, my true feelings are displayed on the forefront and | don't bother to hide it. Not from the band.. 
Not from my family. 

Not anyone. 


| dont smoke. | never smoke, yet here | am lighting up a cigarette as the harsh cold wind smacks against my 


shivering body, eliciting the opening of my fuckin tear ducts and once they open up, they can't close. 


They used to be able to when | had the booze and drugs to numb everything out, but sobriety took those 


numbing agents away, for better. But sometimes it almost feels worse. 


Being exposed like a raw onion robbed of all of its layers, with its flesh cut open for the entire world to 


see. Vulherabilty at its finest. 
"When's the last time you slept?" 


Bret asks me the same questions every day; when | slept last.If I've eaten.. If I'm okay , even though he 


knows l'm not. 
We both do. 


He comments on how thin | look, and he doesn't mean it in a good way, while insinuating that the amount of 


exercise | force myself into ain't healthy and can't be used as an escape route forever. But, it's alll have now. 
Bret doesn't care, and tonight is no exception to the worry and concerns . 

And as | cry, huddled up into a seated fetal position on the concrete stoop on my porch with a blanket wrapped 
around my body, I'm pulled into an embrace by Bret, who's holding me so tightly and | can't even pull away 


because | need the comfort right now. 


"You're scaring me, Cec," he whispers into my ear as | tremble profusely from the freezing temperature 


combined with the overwhelming emotions invading my body, "Let me in, please." 


The tears only fall harder at the plea, as | take another shaky drag, with the smoke inducing a choking 
sensation deep within my throat. A hitched breath escapes my lips and | squeeze my eyes shut, letting out 


a strained cry of agony. 


‘Its too much, Bret!" | incoherently screech, hearing my voice echo through the foggy air around me, 


"| cant handle it.lt hurts so much..." 
And before | know it, my face is pressed into Bret's chest, and my breaths quicken to a disorientingly fast 
pace which induces a feeling of nausea within the pit of my stomach, sending beads of cold sweat dripping down 


my face all the way to the bones on my chest. 


"I know it hurts, Cec," Bret's voice is full of pain as he holds my quivering body closer and tighter, "But you 
gotta take care of yourself..It's killin’ me seeing you like this." 


Its killing me too, Bret, but | cant deal with it anymore! Im trying but it just gets worse and worse and worse, no 
matter how much time passes. No matter how long its been since they disappeared. wish it would just go away! 


And the thing is that | know it won't ever go away. 
ae 
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When you think you've moved past it, you're hit again . 


When anniversaries approach, you're down for the count and find yourself feeling the original emotions ail over 


again, as if you're witnessing the news for the first time. 

Everything smacks you in the face all at once, and just like that, you're stuck in the past again 
So what do | do? 

Write. 

Run, write, hide, laugh, joke. 

Pretend 


But throughout it all, | keep on writing ..Purging the sadness and heartbreak through songwriting and spilling 


those vulnerable core feelings out from the fears of my guitar solos. 


| don't have to use words when | have music. 


My guitar speaks for me. 

God bless Samantha 7 

God bless this tour. 
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"What a bunch of rowdy fucka's out here tonight!" | screech into the mic as the intimate crowd of the small 
bar roars with excitement at my appearance, ‘I'm so glad to be here to jam with ya.. with some good friends 


of mine..." 


And | mean every word | speak, but despite the passion | hold for singing and performing, inside the grief is 


threatening to spill out before | can even begin purging it out the musical way. 
It's days like these when | wish | could say I'm over it..That none of the pain affects me anymore. It's 
moments like now when I'd do anything to rewind time, just to feel contentment up here without being haunted 


by my own inner anguish. 


And so, the mask stays on, my mask of extravaganza and humor and deflection and enthusiasm.. but it doesn't 


stay on for long. 
Not when a fan in the audience requests a Samantha 7 song..Not just one..A few. 


I'd never refuse ‘cause Samantha 7is like my child ; my baby. The container where I've stored all my deepest, 


darkest, secrets and hidden emotions..lt's the music that | wrote where I've been at my most vulnerable. 
Its the music | wrote during my journey to sobriety. 
It's raw. 


So, as the patrons cheer with ecstasy, | agree with a huge smile on my face, as my two musician friends hop 


on board. 


We dive into / Wanna Be Famous first, then transition into Hanging Onto Jane , which flows into 


some improvisation jamming, but it's not until the moment when Cover Girl is on deck that my mask starts to 


falter. 


Because Cover Girl is the song | wrote about her. felt her spirit with me while those words poured outta my 
heart and soul onto the crumpled up piece of paper.. 


Just like Life Goes On was purging the first loss, Cover Girl is my tribute to the second 


An overbearing sensation of internal suffocation confines me as | grab ahold of the microphore, with my 
glittery pink guitar strapped around my shoulder, and | take the deepest breath l'm capable of without shaking 
before | begin speaking into the metal contraption 


The ramble comes out so naturally, but I'm the only person here who knows how painful it all feels. 
Acknowledging the truth and backstory of how the song came to be, while my insides threaten to collapse 
within is a special kind of Hell But it all flows so smoothly . 

Performing. It's what | do. 


"And | had a friend who was goin through the same thing," my voice shakes as | reminisce over 
the haunting past, "And what made it worse is this thing called Alanon.. Where parents of drug addicts come 
together and commiserate!" 


The humor and exasperation spills out on impulse, and right now it feels like the only way to keep myself 

from breaking.. Right here, right now. So, | continue the story, proceeding to impersonate parents competing 
against one another about who's child is the worst addict. 

‘My son is bad!" 

‘Oh, my daughter's worse!" 

‘Oh no, my son is worse!" 

To the audience, | bet it doesn't come as a surprise since this is the rowdy persona that they're all used to 
from me, but inside it just feels excruciatingly difficult. The memories spilling out from the deepest barriers of 
my heart are emulating the sensation of getting stabbed 

Stabbed right in the gut. 


"So, in this situation | happened to get better but my girlfriend did pass away..." 


And it's right at this moment, when | say those words, that | suddenly feel deprived of oxygen It feels like 
a punch in the fucking stomach, a blow right in the center of my core, and | feel sick. 


"And the name of this song is called Cover Girl.."| swallow the despondency within to continue squawking into 
the mic, despite the song title sending my insides into a twisted whirlwind, "and she was a beautiful 
beautiful girl." 


My voice threatens to die in my throat as a humilating lump begins to form, and | urgently will myself to keep 
it together but | already feel it coming. It's getting close to pouring out- 


On a whim, out of sient desperation, | shift the tone of my story from somber and melancholy 
to humorous and lighthearted ; bombastic and sarcastic. 


"And you would think | wouldda' learned something from it all but you know me," | quickly shake my head and 


strum a random chord with a crooked grimace, "A fuckin assssshole!" 


And as the naturally forced humor slips from my lips, the guit suffocates me, inducing the same question 
that's been terrorizing me for years.. 


Why wasn't it me? It should have been me. Why did | survive but she didnt? Why wasn't | taken?! 
"And it goes like this..." 

It should have been me. 
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Nne times three 

Not a nice place to be 

Saw you sitting there 

Couldn't wait to leave 

Cover girl, see the world 

Close your eyes 

Jump it you can't find tomorrow 
Only child, running wild 

Nothing left to say goodbye to you 
We all fall down 

Some without a sound 

Ashes everywhere 


More are lost than found 


Cover girl, see the world 
Close your eyes 

ump if you can't find tomorrow 

Only child, running wild 

Nothing left to say goodbye to you 

Yeah, yeah 

We all fall down 

We all fall down. 
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It doesn't take long before the recklessness chains me again 


It was a few years ago when the first slip up happened, and it was only natural ‘cause being on the road 


means /ots of partying and lots of booze. 
Chaos. 


It's on Tour when the alcohol gets tempting, and | told myself just one glass ‘cause one sip couldn't do any harm 
to me, right? 


Its just to relax ya.. lo calm your nerves.. To block some of the pain out, but it wont become a problem again 


That's what | told myself, and it's what | kept telling myself. The same lie, over and over again. And the booze 


increased as well as the frequency in which | drank, but it wasn’t a problem. 
It isn‘ a problem. 


Even now, two years later, while | find myself completely thrown back into a full blown spiral 


of partying , impulsivity, and bitterness l'm adamant. 


It's not a problem. 


Everyone drinks. 
The rest of the band drinks. 


Through the destruction I'm living in, the memories taunt me more , and the more | try to escape them, 


the harder they hit me and | start to wonder if this is what | get for being this way. 

This must be what I get for being such a fucked up lunatic. 

lt must be a damn punishment 

But, maybe it isn't ‘cause | can't seem to get my crap together even while consequences hit, even after 
getting banned from having a microphone on tour, and getting into constant tiffs with Bret and the others the 
way we did back in the day. Even after all the constant confrontations | get regarding my well-being 

and destructive behavior, and the bluntness surrounding my avoidance of pain, | push it all away. My 


guard stays up ‘cause screw them all 


And | know I'm making everyone around me miserable, but the truth is that there's no way their misery has 


reached the point of mine.. At least that's what | tell myself. 
But, its fine. 

I'm fine. 

Í Ike being fucked up. 

‘Cause if | didn't, | wouldn't be doin’ it a second time. 
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Being fucked up is all fun and games until it isn’t 


Its not until | find myself checked into rehab, charged with a DUI when | really discover what 


the real punishment is.. and no one is to blame for it but myself. 


And although | acknowledge my wrongdoings and will myself to work on becoming a better person, 


the /osses continue to hurt. 


The pain hits harder than ever while you're locked up in treatment, but that's kinda the whole purpose of 
rehab, right? 


Peeling off the hidden layers fo get fo the root causes of your self-destruction 
It hurts more than it did during my first stint at sobriety but this time l'm Jetting it hurt. 
I'm letting myself feel the pain ‘cause frankly, at this point | don't really have any other choice. 


| think about them when | write, and my therapist encourages daily journaling, so whenever | put pen to paper 


and let the stream of consciousness flow, | fee/ them with me. 

And that's when the tears start falling, and my breaths start hitching, and my body begins quivering, and my 
hand starts shaking, and soon the words I'm writing become unrecognizable; so much so that it's near 
impossible for me to read what | wrote and before | know it, the journal ends up on the floor. And my head 
gets sandwiched between my hands, and I'm overcome with frustration , heartbreak, and turmoil 

‘Cause even as | fry to work through it, it hurts. 

And | know itll never stop hurting me this way. 

Especially when | stil! ask myself.. why wasn't it me? 

/t should have been me. 
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Grief. 


Its not something that really goes away, but at some point you reach acceptance .. 


That the loss did happen, but the good memories stay, no matter what. And you begin to thank God up above 
for the love and bonds that you once shared with the people who are no longer with you. 


And through all the tears, the pain, the nightmares, the episodes of indescribable torture, the periods of 
depression that seem like they'll never end..You start to realize that it does end, and at some point things don't 
feel as terrible as they once were. 

Maybe | won't ever fully get over it, but that's okay. 


I've been through enough in my life to stay confident in my ability to power through what feels impossible. 


And | just keep tellin myself that now ..Hopefully, they're both watchin’ me from up above and they're proud 


| hope they're proud of me for not giving up; for surrendering after my relapse and turning my life around for the 
better..physically, emotionally, and spiritually. 


| hope they're proud of me for continuing on when | could have decided to end my story early; for not letting the 


drugs and booze overtake me and send me to my demise. 


| hope they're proud of me for sharing my experiences to help others who are going through the same thing; for 


recomnecting to my faith, making amends, staying true to Shannon, raising Vallon, and keeping Poisor’s legacy alive. 


| won't ever forget what happened ‘cause that's impossible, but what's different now is my perspective. How, 
now the memories of what and who I've lost don't serve as a curse.. They're a blessing; a reminder to keep 
going when things get tough 


A reminder that | did make it. 
And | know if they were both here, that's all they would have wanted for me. 


Life goes on 
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ENDING NOTES/FUN FACTS 


*CC wrote Poison's song "Life Goes On" after a good friend of his was shot in a bar fight in Palm Springs, 
California. When he presented it to the band, Bobby and Rikki added their input $ it was recorded for their 
third album "Flesh € Blood”. | highly suggest listening to it. CC's guitar solo is beautiful and heart wrenching. 


*During Poison's Flesh € Blood tour, it was not uncommon for CC to be found in drug dens. Oftentimes, the 
band's manager would have to track him down His drug use was at a critical point during this time, and 
eventually led to the catastrophic VMA performance, inevitably resulting in his departure from Poison (Until 
he got sober and rejoined in 1996) 


#CC's real name is Bruce, which is how his Mom always addressed him. 


*CC swapped cocaine for "health" and "running" after getting off drugs in ‘95. He refers to it in interviews as a 
"good" compulsion, but whoever has read my previous CC fics knows my take on this. Addiction swapping is 
real. Healthy can become unhealthy when taken to an extreme. (Ill spare you the usual speech on this) 


*Samantha T's (CC's solo band) song "Cover Girl" was written about another friend of CC's who passed from 
drugs, and the backstory about meeting in Alanon groups is true. Another song | recommend checking out. All 
of the Samantha 7 songs were written during CC's sobriety. It was a form of healing for him. 


*0n Poison's 2004 tour, CC was banned from having a microphone on stage due to his relapse with alcohol - 
Bret didn't want him making a fool outta himself or the band with his impulsivity (He was known for that while 
intoxicated). CC has said in interviews how miserable that tour was for him, due to the fact that he *wasn't* 
supposed to be drinking, but the rest of the guys were. Obviously, CC's drinking was a problem, but he was 
stuck in such a bitter/resentful mindset. Everyone was pretty cranky that year € his behavior didn't help. 


*CC has been sober since 2005, and since then has become a faithful Christian He was always a spiritual 
person but after his second shot at sobriety, he considers himself religious. 


*CC and Shannon (his long-time girlfriend) had a kid together in 2007 - Vallon Deville Johannesson -- (Fun 
Fact: we share the same birthday! funny, right?!) - CC considers his kid one of the biggest blessings in his life. 


